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The AUTHOR's PROGRESS: 
OR, 


The ART of RISING in the WORLD. 


— Rem factas rem 
i Rette ſi poſſis, fe non, quocunque modo rem.” 2 
HOR. 


Get place and wealth, if poſſible, with grace, 
* If not, by any means get wealth and place.“ 
| POPE. 
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THERE liv'd a Poet, long obſcur'd 
Within a garret's wall's immur'd, 

Where meagre famine on him frown'd, 

Whom fortune once with {miles had crown'd ; 

Diſtreſt to find how he muſt live, 

By what the Bookſeller might give, 

e often had beguil'd the time, 
By writing things in proſe and rhime. 


But vex'd at heart that parts like his, 
| Should oft be treated ſo remiſs, 
For after all the pains he took, 
ö There Printer ſcarce could vend a book; 
Whether on purpoſe, none could tell, 
Certain it is, they did not ſell: 
Theſe circumſtances weigh'd, you know, 
Muſt hurt a man, whoſe caſh was low. 


No longer able to contain, 
Or {mother his internal pain, 
One morning he addreſs'd his wife, 


(Who overheard the riſing ſtrife, 


Tu AUTHOR's PROGRESS. 


The ſtruggling tumult of his breaſt, 
Which hinder'd him all night of reſt.) 
Gods! cried the bard, that works like mine, 
* Sublimity in every line, | 
** That laſh the vices of the age, 

„Witch attic falt in every page, 

Should be rejected md abus'd, 

* Thrown by by ſome, by more refus'd, 

* Without a reaſon, pro or con, 
Where I might build a hope upon; 
But *tis the curſe of ev'ry poet, 

And every author ſure muſt know it, 
Without a formal introduction R 
* By ſome great man, or his inſtruction, - 
He may as well go ſtraight to hell, 

* As think his manuſcript will ſell.” 


* True,” (cried the wife who patient liſten'd, 
While in each eye the full drop gliſten'd) 
* You are a prook—without a friend 
Who do you think your works wall ' tend; 
* The world's all ſelf, and where you'll find 
« A man of your own turn of mind, 
* You ſure may feek a year at leaſt, 
„% From Hyde-Park Weſt to Poplar Eaft ; 
*« Fen then when found, he'll freely own, 
Like you he met with fortune's frown : 
He has a heart, tis very true, 
„% But lacks the nieans, as well as you. 
Dear huſband then for pity's ſake, 
„Some other occupation take.” 


The bard look'd dull, and twice he figh'd, 
*Ere to his wife he thus replied :— Rt” 
What occupation, calling, trade, 

* Whom fortune fuch a wretch has made. 
Alas, my love ! heaven truly knows, 

* To mitigate our preſent woes, 

No huſband ever was more willing, 

Jo earn induſtriouſly a ſhilling ; 

„ But I with other proſpetts fed, 

* Was never taught to earn my bread, 
Death caus'd a ſudden, diſmal change, 


* And left me the wide world to range ; 
The 


.Tuz AUTHOR's PROGRESS, 9 
* The education I receiv'd, 
„ fooliſhly for once believ'd 
% For all diſaſters would atone, 
And prove my ſteady friend alone; 
% Had I been born a vulgar ſlave, 
„No happier ſtation could I crave, 
« The wretched ſhifts that mankind uſe, 
% could not then in courſe refule— 
„% But, I was born to know far worſe, 
“That education is a curſe.” 


He ſtopt and wept—his looks were wild, 
| As he ſurvey'd his infant child, 
S Who at the breaſt unconſcious hung 
| Of all the anguiſh he was ſtung ;— 
| His elder hope, a lovely boy, 
The father's pride, the mother's joy, 
With liſping accents ſooth'd his care, 
And bade him not indulge deſpair ; 
Papa“ (he cried) © don't grieve nor frown, 
„% Mamma has ſtill left half a crown.” 
This was too much—his ſwelling heart 
Urg'd him now ſtraightway to depart, 
( Snatching his hat, away he went, 
To give his griefs the fuller vent ; 
And as he hurried him along, 
Amid the buſy, buſtling throng, 
SCRIBBLE, an author of renown, 
Whoſe fame was ſpread throughout the town, 
By chance o'ertook him by the way, 
And queſtion'd him the time of th' day— 
*« Nay prithee, STANZA, why ſo ſad, 
The times are not ſo very bad.“ 


When men like you, (our bard return'd,) 
„ Whoſe writings ſhould by all be ſpurn'd, 
« For well I know that thou art one, 
«© Whom ev'ry mortal ought to ſhun, 
«© When you proclaim then times are good, 
And men of genius wanting food, 
« No wonder that I'm griev'd to ſee, 
„There's no encouragement for me,” 


B . 
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Tut man, you quite miſtake, (quoth Sc&izBLz) 
„The knack of writing is but quibble ; | 
* But look around and you'll perceive 
How half the world has learn'd to live; | 
* *Tis not by merit—that's a faul . | 

It would'nt find them bread and ſalt; | | | 
„They take a readier, ſurer way, 

And catch the rumour of the day; 
To mention one—there's T Pe, 
From reading him who can refrain? 
* And yet I'll hold you ten to one, 
He /eve/s you if you read on: 
His arguments are knock 'em down ones, 
** But that's not ſaying they're profound ones. 
* Again—no matter what you write, 
* It you but ſcandal can indite, 
Let it be e'er ſuch wretched fluff, 
* Be ſure abuſe, and that's enough ; | 
Mix and confound both right and wrong, 
And be diftator of the throng ; _ 
| * By ſuch a well-tim'd lucky blunder, 
| * You may become a ſix month's wonder ! 
** Have party ſpirit in your theme, L 
And carry all things to extreme; 
Run down the miniſter of ſlate, 
** Expoſe him as a common cheat, 
Then preſto—change—at patriots rail, 
Like them, you'll find a rapid ſale :— 
Perhaps you'll frighten them a bit, | 
« By mentioning Hong deep PIT; 
| 


A. * Y 
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«- Adviſe *em to be wiſe and wary, 
ge ſure encourage them to vary; 
„Renew the fable of the Fox, 
„And hint about the dice and box; 
„Wonder that people are not ſhy, 
** To ſtake their credit on a die, 

Nor e'en let M—j—y alone, | | 
© Throw dark ſurmiſes round the throne ; | 
« Whilſt on the other hand deſpair, 4 
The condutt of a certain HEIR — | | 
In ſhort, ne'er go behind the buſh, 

« But make a bold and forward puſh; 

« Tis impudence ſucceſs inſures, | 4 


« Whilſt humble modeſty endures,” 
« Enough 


| Tun AUTHOR's PROGRESS, «1 


Enough, (ſaid STANZA) it is plain, 

„That works of merit are in vain; 

« Muſt then my manuſcripts be loſt, 
And all the labour they have coſt; 
i Can there no Bookſeller be had, 
Who of my writings would be glad? 
Has judgment fled ?—has good taſte vaniſh'd ? 
Sure common feeling has been baniſh'd.” 


„ Nay, as for that, (replies the other) 
« PII tell you as a friend and brother 
For pamphlets frivolous and wy. 


There's one or two in Piccadil 

„ For weekly numbers all agog, 

„The well-known A r H—gg; 

And J n in St. Paul's Church Yard, 

« For metaphyſics has regard, — 

Not that he knows a word about it, 

His P's from Q's he tells without it; 

« Whilſt Bl theatric in the Strand, 

Can puff your play off at command; 

He all your faults away can wipe, 

With fine wove paper, new caſt Type ;— 
« « With many more that I might mention, 

« But I'd not wiſh to breed diſſention: 

« But this you'll find—they're all alike, 

« You the poor gudgeon—they the pike.”” 


„Ere I ſhall proſtitute my pen, 

| „ For ſuch a griping ſet of men, 

| May STANZA ev'ry comfort loſe, 
J 


And the whole town my works refuſe.“ 


„Then ſtarve (cried SCRIBBLE with a ſneer) 
« While I in gaiety appear; 
« I heſitate no means to try, 
Then why ſhould you—no more than I ? 

| « Men are alike, and SELF you'll find, 
| « Engraven upon every mind; 
0 I tell you o'er and o'er again, 
| That works of merit are in vain ; 
/ „% How often have I ſaid before, 

Genius in filence may deplore, 


| a *« While 


<a ZE 
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« While ignorance may laugh and chat, 

„And link'd with impudence, grow fat: 
In vain the lender curate ſighs, 

« Whilſt the fat rector holds the tythes ; 

* In vain the vet'ran ſoldier ſhews 

The many ſcars from foreign foes ; 

„The GENERALS, who their country ſold, 

„ Prolong'd laſt war for ſordid gold, 

All men ſalute with bow profound, 

They're worth an hundred thouſand pound. 
In vain are courage, worth, and ſenſe, 

Such ſtale endowments give offence ; 

* But ſhould you ev'ry vice poſſeſs, 

„That deep invention e'er might gueſs, 

0 Poſſeſs but 60LD—'twill make amends, 

And find you advocates and friends. 

Should you by rapine in the Eaſt, 

„ And murders hundred-told at leaſt, 

% Have wealth acquir'd, you need not fear, 

* Your innocence will ſoon appear: 

*« Ne'er be aſham'd how baſe or vile, 

Put money in thy purſe” and ſmile; 

„ Rich rogues ne'er ſuffer by the laws, 

* But bribe the judge, and gain their cauſe ; 

„But ſhould he tail—you may be ſure 

„It was, becauſe the rogue was poor; 

For judge and jury both agree, 

No crime's ſo great as Poverty.“ 


This ſaid, each took a different ſtreet, 
And promis'd ſoon again to meet, 


Obſerving SCR1BBL+ fo careſt, 
So plump, fo gay, and ſo well dreſt, 
STANZA began to ſee quite plain, 
The cauſe why he appear'd ſo mean; 
No longer able to endure, 

The curſe or being {ound ſo poor, 
Home he return'd, and to the flame, 
Committed all his tormer fame ; — 
Now moral Eſſays in a blaze 
Are mix'd with paſtorals and plays; 
Odes, « rams at once expire, 

* 


And only help to light his fire; 


— 


r 
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In ſhort, we may with truth preſume, 
They all evaporate in fume. 


STANZA now took his ink and pen, 
And wrote lampoons on various men, 
And ne'er accounting it a fin, 

He daſh'd away thro? thick and thin; 
No ſhame he knew, but with his quill, 
He gave obſcenity its fill ; 
He gloried to inflift the laſh, 
The cleaneſt charatters to ſplaſh ; 
Fen T w's frown had no effect, 
And - o met with diſreſpett ; 
Bleſt with a ready quick invention 
He brav'd the pillory's aſcenſion, 
Knowing if he abus'd the court, 
The city would his pen ſupport, 
Or if the city he derided, 
In court protection he confided ; 
So dext'rouſly he plays his cards, 
So nicely his expreſſions guards, 
Not all the members of the law, 
Can form a libel or a flaw ; 
He cares not either leek or onion, 
For Juſtice B- ror Lord K n; 
He throws the city and Recorder, 
Into ſtrange tumult and diſorder : 
In vam Joſiah D—rnf—d ſpeeches, 
In vain he ſcripture quotes and preaches ; 
Home truth's convey'd with keeneſt diction, 
(A match for puritanic fiction) 
Unanſwerable proofs can ſtate 
In ſatire indiſcriminate : 
No wonder that in language bold, 
Truths diſagreeable be told, 
No wonder that each ſordid elf 
Applies the meaning to himſelf; — 

or ſatire juſt no party knows, 
But equally ſhould deal his blows ; 
So keen, 10 cutting were his jokes, 


They ſink beneath his ſturdy ſtrokes. 


Tis ſtrange to tell, but ſoon he found 
Encouragement from all around; 
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Printers in crouds beyond expreſſion . 
Seek eagerly the firſt impreſſion; 
But recollecting former times, 
He taxes — for his rhimes— 
They moſt obſequiouſly comply, 
His works at all events they buy; 
Such rapid ſale - ſuch quick edition 
Soon put him in a aun condition. 


Finding ſuch daily publications, 
But multiplied ſtrong accuſations, 
For judging wiſely What was beſt, 
That of two evils chuſe the leaſt, 
The juNTo join to greaſe his chop, 
And give this Cerberus a ſop ; 

ccordingly a deputation 
Commiſhon'd by ad ft——n, 
Agree to ſeize him by ſurpriſe, 

0 throwing gold duſt in his eyes; 
The only readieſt way to take, 
Their fears to lull, kts fortune make. 


a * | 


The bargain ſtruck, the terms agreed, 
The poet Gig roundly fee'd, 255 
He liſts the champion of the ſtate, 

And only ſtrives to pleaſe the great. 

Honour politically dead, 

And conſcience faſt aſleep in bed ; | 

Forgetful of his quondam ways, 

By which he gain'd deſerved praiſe, 

And certain he had found his ends, 

He quite forgets his former friends: | | 

Yet fancy not thro? all his ſong, F 

That he was always in the wrong ; | 

You might as m_ at once indite, 

That M——-s are always right, 

But having late abus'd the work 

The product of fublimic B— kk, 

He handles now with due diſd ain 97278} 

The factious ſpirit of T—M P—z, - M T 

He proves beyond all contradittion, + - 

T--M's airy flights are nought but ion; 

He's able in a word to ſhew, = 

T--M writes what he himſelf don't know, * [ 
| 1 « The {Fi 
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The name of ag he cannot bear, 


The very ſound offends his ear, 


* With ſtars and garters he's perplex'd, 
* To Lord no meaning is annex'd;” 

But tell him titles were deſign'd 

For men of noble virtuous mind, 

Tom thinks it as his due reward, 

That he himſelf ſhould be a Eord ; 
And would accept, as GOD is true, 
Both title and a penſion too. 


But tir'd with democratic faction, 
Our poet ſings a late tranſaction, 
Applauds the miniſter's deciſion, 

Who voted “ inſlant abolition,” 
Wonders a free born Britiſh P.—. E, 
Could nullity of facts evince, 

Or that he ever could be ſway'd, 

To give has fiat to the trade, 

When mercy would have rais'd his fame, 
Beyond a ducal princely name. 


Thus he proceeds, and cares not who 
The cap fits, they may wear 1t too. 


A ſtrange reverſe of fortune's ſeen 
To what our author once had been, 
Now for the lean and pallid cheek, 
Behold him roſy, fat and fleek, 
Notic'd, ſurrounded, fhook'd by th' hand, 
With profer'd fervice at command; 
While thoſe, who turn'd aſide, now meet him, 
With kindeſt ſalutations greet him, 
In ſhort ſo courted it is ſaid, 
A rapid fortune ſoon he made, 
Accumulating what he gleans, 
Not caring by what ways or means ; 
Rememb'ring that the greateſt cur/e, 


Is center'd in an empty pur/e. 


m then for life, one day, 


e was heard to ſay, 


In public 
” E every author that wou'd ſhine, | | 


And every day wou'd wiſh to DINE, 
Example take and follow mine,” 


THE 


THE 
NEGRO's COMPLAINT: 


OR, 


HORRORS or SLAVERY. 


38 from my native ſoil, 
By ſavage chriſtian foes, 
Captivity and toil, 
Will quickly end my woes. 


Sold by a faichleſs friend, 
Tranſported far away, 
No children, Wife attend, 
My ſorrows to allay. 


Forc'd from their dear embrace, 
From ev'ry ſocial tie, 
Doom'd is our hapleſs race, 
In ſlavery to die. 


With chains oppreſt, with ſcorn, 
The ſport of chriſtian pride, 
Tho' free by nature born 
As they who thus deride. 


Our lawleſs tyrants ſcourge 
With unrelenting han 

With bloody ſtripe they urge 
Each trivial flight command. 


Thus torn with ranking ſore, 
Reward of all our tolls, 
Shock' d at our crimſon gore, 

Humanity recoils. 


Oh! 


Tuz-NEGRO's COMPLAINT... | 


Oh! never more to view 
Lamented Ar RIC's ſhore, 
Our little infants too, 
Muſt ſee their fire no more. 


- (curſe to think !) our ſons, 
Poſterity unborn, | 

Muſt ſhare alike our wrongs, 
Our proud oppreſſor's ſcorn. 


To you, who freedom prize, 
Who feel it's genuine ray, 
A hapleſs ſlave now cries, 


O'erwhelm'd by iron ſway. 


Ye, who ſuch bleſſings feel, 
To others ſhould impart — 

Behold your captive kneel, 
Oh ! eaſe his burſting heart ! 


* 


Oh ſay! what have we done, 

Why wretched BLAcks are made 
Of all mankind alone, 

The object of your trade? 


What tho' our ſable hue 
Be foreign in your light, | 
HE, who torm'd us, form'd you, 
Both equal in As ſight. 


Oh! then at length forego 
Your arbitrary laws, 

And with fraternal glow, 
Protect the NEGRO's cauſe. 


J can no more——1 faint, 
By cruelty oppreſt. 

Death ſoon ſhall eaſe my plaint, 
In filent, peaceful reſt. 


But hark! my tyrants come, 
Freſh torments they prepare, 

Save, fave me from a doom, 
Too great for —_ to bear. 


Thou 


ESSAY on TAE EFFECTS or 
Thou welcome ſteel, whoſe ſmart 
Alone can ſet me free, 
Come quickly to my heart, 


2 | Diſpatch a wretch like me. . 
; [ Stabs hamſelf. } 


I go to that bleſt home, 
hence I ſhall ne'er return, 
My ſoul thall freely roam 
Around my Father's urn. 


[Dies.] 
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ESSAY on Tux EFFECTS or 
MODERN DRAMATIC EXHIBITIONS. 


/ 
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« Eft modus in rebus, ſunt certi denique fines 
* Quos ultra, citraque, neque conſiſtere reum.” 
| HOR. 


_mC 8 2. — 2 


WJ HETHER the Poets have in every age, 
Corrupted, more than they've improv'd the ſtage, 
Or if the ſtage the drama have refin'd, 
And ſo bath help'd to humanize the mind, 
If th? inftitution be to cenſure free, 
Or in its praiſe we rather ſhould agree? 
' Theſe queſtions let us ſolve, ſo render clear 
- WLich of the two, more rational appear. 


Ye Critics ſour, of ſtern religious caſt, 
Reftrain that virulence for ages paſt 
Which prejudice, not reaſon hath confirm'd, 
And which by all, muſt ignorance be term'd ; 
For with a wanton and peculiar rage, 

Your chief attacks are levell'd at the ſtage ; 
hs | Whilſt 


MODERN DRAMATIC EXHIBITIONS. 


Whilſt yz, of ſpirits volatile and gay, 
Who ſcarce exiſt when abſent from a play, 
Who follow pleaſure as the greateſt good, 


19 
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And deem the looſeſt ſcene its proper food, ber ; | | 


Liſt to conviction, paiently peruſe, 

For proofs ſubſtantial neither can refuſe; 

So ſhall the difference be in one point view'd, 
Each own his error, both by truth ſubdu'd. 


What firſt gave riſe to the dramatic ſcene, 
Can ſcarce be trac'd, ſo ancient has it been; 
But this we know, the wiſeſt ſtates of Greece |} 
Gave due encouragement to every 2 
And who to liberty made greater claim, 


Who cheriſh'd more each gen'rous virtuous flame? 


Th' immortal Sophoctes all Athens fir'd, 

With public virtue ev'ry breaſt inſpir'd ; 

Either their ſpirit catch'd the poet's brain, 

Or Greece took fire from his exalted ftrain. _ 
Thou Socrates divine ! didſt condeſcend 

And to Euripides aſſiſtance lend: 

Solon the wile, with legiſlative zeal, | 
Deem'd the ſtage uſeful to the common-weal ; 
In this he judg'd aright, for vice was laſh'd, 
And from corruption's lip the cup was daſh'd, 


From Greece to Rome, next let us point the way, 
And mark how great theatric merit's ſway ; ＋ 
Lelius and Scipio judg'd *twou'd not degrade, 
And Terence oft their joint companion made; 
Ihro' hiſtory's page mankind are all convinc'd 
What — 5 Roſcuus, Tully has evinc'd; 
No greater praiſe from any pen has flow'd, 
Than what the Orator on him beſtow'd: 

Even Auguſtus, that imperial name, | 
Strove by the Muſes to increaſe his fame, 
And from the nine, Me{þpomene he choſe, 

But vain his efforts, he could not compole ; 
He tho' a demi-god the taſk refagn'd, 

As nature only can implant the mind, 
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Theſe were the times in which the WORD was given, 
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And in theſe times the Drama flouriſh'd moſt, 
Throughout each province, and moſt diſtant coaſt ; 
Yet in their ſacred works, no learn'd divine 
Again theatric ſcenes can cite one line 

or were anathema's by them pronounc'd, 
Which future ages ſince have oft denounc'd. 


If then, the great, the beſt of ev'ry age, 
In every nation granted patronage, 
And if thoſe choſen few by GOD ordain'd, 
Ne'er of its evil tendency complain'd 
Why lives the Drama ſtil by ſome deſpis'd, | 
Hated ſtill more than ever it was pniz'd ? 


Dark was the __— tis confeſt, 
When Gothis and Vandals over-ran the Weſt ; 
Then Ignorance, Barbarity, join'd hand, | 
And with their giant ſtrides o'erſpread the land; 
Fair Sczence thrunk with fear at their approach, 
Leſt on her province they would next encroach ; 
A death-like ſilence frightful and profound, 
Quickly enſu'd and ſeiz'd all nature round, 

In vain all nature did the loſs deplore, 
Virtue was fled, when ſcience was no more. 


At length theſe tyrants were by Time ſubdu'd, 
And man once more with reaſon was enqu'd ; 
The glorious proſpett riſes on the fight, 

The foul awakes, and darkneſs yields to light; 
But ſtill obſcure its rays, fo very dim, 
Twas many years der Phebus ſhew'd his limb; 
F'en then was learning totally confin'd 
To Monks, and thoſe to prieſtly craft inclin'd, 
And what their boaſted literature's amount 
To con ſome pray'rs *twas only tantamount, 
And thro' a language ſcarcely underſtood, 
To cram the vulgar's throat with holy food; 
Th' affrighted nations durſt not reprimand, 
But bleſt theſe pſeudo-paſtors of the land: 
No wonder ignorance ſo long prevail'd, 

And the true ſuurce of knowledge lay conceal'd. 


| Sent from above, behold the Charlemagne; - 
The firſt who could the noble taſk ſuſtain, 


He 
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He clear'd the way, encourag'd all to hope, 
And by rewards gave genius ev'ry ſcope: | 
From this bright era only can we trace | 
That dawn of fancy which has grown apace. 


To bring the ſubject to the neareſt view, 
And point falſe reaſon out by what is true, 
At home, on Engliſi ground let's mark the way, 
By a ſhort abſtratt to this very day. 


Vain the reſearch, while Henrys, Edwards reign'd, 
No uſeful knowledge can be there obtaind; 
Whilſt York and Lancaſter their native land 
Delug'd with blood, each art was at a ſtand; 

Tho? civil diſcord cloy'd with human gore, 
Deign'd for a time ſome reſpite to 2 
Short was the interval, for furious zeal, 

Religious frenzy tore che common-weal, 

Grim perſecution ſounded the alarm, 

And nought could its tremendous rage diſarm, 

Had not Elizabeth, thro' heav'ns decree, 

By reformation ſet deſpondence free; oy 
Then priſtine vigour cloath'd the human mind. 
So long depreſs'd, ſo long in chains confin'd d; 

She dar'd once more at Helicon to drink, 

And unreftrain'd, on various ſubjetts think; 

Bright happy period! 'twas Eliza's name, 
Encourag'd genius in the road to fame. 


Here let us pauſe in wonder and amaze, 
Behold a Shak/pere in theſe early days; 
Nature, amid the bleſſings of that age, 
Gave this her darling child t' enrich the ſtage, 
And with reſiſtleſs, abſolute controul, | 
To rule the various paſſions of the ſoul ; 
Th' attendant paſſions each around him move, 
Shakſpere, their /un, their center all approve, 
Thro*' whom, by whoſe elucidating ray 
Their darkeſt movements brighten into day. 
Thrice happy England! bleſt in ſuch a man, 
Match him, ye different nations, if ye can; 
Nature, exhauſtleſs as we deem her ſtore, | 
Form'd but one Shakſpere, and cou'd do no more. 
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In after reigns were many poets born, 
Who by their works 9 did adorn ; 
And in the Drama chiefly they excell'd, 
For then the Drama was by all upheld; 
Mankind found out its ſalutary end, | p 
That much inftrution with delight might blend. * 
Dryden, Rowe, Otway, Southern, each a name SIEM 
To immortality lay jufteſt claim, N | 
They had that exquiſite and innate art, 
And found the neareſt paſſage to the heart: 
Then ſprightly ComeDy, — maid, 
Courted by all, her various charms diſplay d, 
And conſcious that ſhe was by all admir'd, 
Sometimes her lovely form too looſe attir'd ; 
Ben Fohnſon, Congreve, Wycherly, and Steele, 
Ail own their . all before her kneel; 
While ſhe,. on univerſal paſſion conqueſt bent, 
Gave each her hand in turn, and ſmil'd conſent. 
Lo! modeſt Cibber at a diſtance ſues, 
* the good-natur'd ſoul could not refuſe; 

ay, the aſſum*d and more becoming mien, 
Leſs affectation than before was ſeen, 
For tho' in ready wit and wanton leers 
She once rejoic'd, ſhe now more chaſte appears— 
And here indeed may cynics juſtly rail, 
Here lies their refuge, here their ſole appeal, 
Whilſt Comedy licentious fway'd the age, 
Well might they cenſure the corrupted ttage ; 
But ſince refinement and a better taſte, 
Have prun'd judicioufly the comic feaſt, 
Since 1 Cumberland can charm, - 
And female Inchbald critic rage diſarm; 
Since Sheridan in 1 wit refin'd, 
Can laugh, yet laſh the follies of mankind, 
Since men, like Murphy, Colman, and Burgoyne, 
Cobbe, Holcroft, Richardſon,” together join, | 
When each forth, his brilliant talent tries, 
Ty catch the liuing manners as they rife,” 
With manly ſenſe, bright point, and moral chaſte, 
To gratify, yet reſtify our taſte ! K | 
Why ſhould we not unite in the defence, 


Of ſuch a pleaſing treat to common ſenſe. 


Briefly 
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Briefly to give, or to with-hold applauſe, 
Let's mark a certain limit to it's laws, 
So on the whole, a proper medium take, 
And a ſound, rational concluſion make. 


If it appear the drama is improv'd, 
It's former evil tendency remov'd,— 
It vice be pumſh d virtue meet reward, 
And inexperience put upon its guard. — 
If Tragedy by deep diſtreſs excite 
The tendereſt feelings, e'en in nature's ſpite.— 
If the fell murderer ſelfconſci us feel, 
And bloody tyranny in penance kneel, — 
If Comedy a happy ſubject hit, 
And find applauſe by chaſte and well-tim'd wit, — 
And if deformity itfelf muſt own, 
By the keen ſhafts of ridicule alone, — 3 
It youth may be by ſcenes ſo highly wrought, 
At once by precept and example taught, — _ 
May we not infer a good effect, 
And the moſt happy conſequence expeR. 
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A SATIRIC PASQUINADE. 
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„ Intus, et in cute nou.” PERSIUS. 


M* worthy friend, not all the tribe 
| Ot brother Poets can deſcribe, 


To paint aright, no pencil's able 
Thy noble actions from the cradle; 

In vain can I by words convey, | 
Thy former life down to this day, } 
And yet in juſtice, I'll eſſay. 


—_—.. 
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What ſignifies a beggar's child 
So that 1 3 were but mild ; 


No, were his parents never married, 


I care not how the boy was carried; 
Wrapt in a blanket, oft has merit 
Roſe in due time by ſenſe and ſpirit ; 
It matters not whence you began, 
"Tis worth alone that makes the man. 


Happy for thee, it would have been, 
Could ſt thou have kept thy tongue within, 
But low bred ſlander knows 2, ks 4 
And innocence with guilt confounds ; 


In vain thy falſe * toil, 


On thy own head 


Tü eſt denote fe to the aro 


Thy hands then earn'd thee daily bread, 
Hands at this inſtant coarſe and red, 
But tir'd at length, you deem'd ut meet 


Il they recoil. 


Io change that labour to thy feet. 


*T was then a brogue firſt hid thy toes, 
(This is confirm'd by friends and foes ;) 
With much ado, and many pegs, 

Your maſter made your clumſy legs, 
The wonder of each country tair, 
No jig complete, were you not there, 
But fitter was it to have made 


Thy feet ſubſervient to a ſpade. 


A juggler or a mountebank, 


Or ſomebody of equal rank, l 


— thee next, as all can vouch 

uality of SCARAMOUCH., 

Here firſt you likewiſe learn'd to ſcrape, 

A double vantage hence to reap ; 

For while by tricks on cups and balls _ 0 

— ſatisfied ra nature's calls, , 4 
ou oft-time fill'd your h be 

By murd' rin Handle and (cli; n 
ou learn'd by times the cheating art, 

And ſeem'd to lay it moſt at heart ; 
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For 


if 


For this thy future life explains, 

How you have liv'd by various means; 
E'en BxESLAW— or the fam'd SiEUR REA, 
Would ſcorn the tricks that you diſplay ; 
You priz'd and had at moſt command, 

The Barringtonian ſlight of hand, 

For now it ſtands a ſerious jeſt, 

Thy fingers, feet, nor tongue can reſt. 


18 


What next was thy grand avocation, 
A moſt exalted occupation ! 
Here, coming Sir —a handy WAITER, 
None in — compleater, 
By which *tis eaſily diſcern d. 
ore kicks than half-pence thou haſt earn d; 
A horſewhip more than once you've taſted, 
With bamboo often have been baſted, 
And kick'd and cuff d by every ſtranger, - 
Tho' nonght was never much in danger: 
Yet dreading this precarious ſtation - 
Would hourly add to your vexation, 
Leſt tor your impudence and ſauce, 
Some from a window might you tols, | 
4 Or others in a frolic kill || 
And only charge you in the bill ; 
This courſe of life you juſtly blam'd, 
And very naturally exclaim'd, 
„Why was I doom'd to change my hops 
“For punch, beef-ſteaks, or mutton chops ? 
The butt of ev'ry drunken a | 
„And monkey in the human ſhape ? 
No longer will I ſtand the roaſt, 
« Whilſt I of other talents boaſt, 
« Of cuts and capers I've abundance, 
« So, notwithſtanding the redundance, 
| „Like many more ÞF ll play the fool, 
And ſo ſet up a DANCING-SCHoOL.” 
This ſaid, no ſooner ſaid than done, 
| No longer WAITER, but Bon Ton ; 


In green and gold from top to toe, 
A tinſel, ſwagg'ring, * beau: 
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How you could dreſs, appear ſo fine, 
I ſhall from modeſty decline. 


Yet think not I would here run down 
A calling much approv'd in town ; 
"Tis Dancing gives a grace and air, 
F'en to the much-accompliſh'd fair, 
Adds poliſi to extenſive knowledge, 
Wipes off the mould and ruſt of College, 
Refines and ſoftens every action, 
And gives the fimyſh to attraction: 
Not on the calling, but the perſon, 
That I beſtow a ſingle verſe on, 
For here I'll own it to your face, 
That every calling you diſgrace. 


Here might I ſtop, — but ſomething more 
Ridiculous than all before, 
Compels my almoſt wearied pen, 


So I'll diſmiſs you not till then. 


A Sawyer firſt thou might'ſt have been, 
Few better ever have been ſeen; 
A Juggler, Mountebank, and Watter, 
In each employment no one greater; 
Thou might'i have caper'd to a jig, 
And nobody have car'd a fig; 
Nay, might'ſt have fiddled to ſome tune, 
And ſo have made thy fortune ſoon ; 
Of all religions been partaker, 
A Preſbyterian, Papiſt, Quaker ;— — 
All theſe in ſilence might have reign'd, 
Had'ſt thou thy rancour but reſtrainꝰd: 
But with malevolence and gall, 
You ſeiz'd a quill, and ſtrove to 2 
Who taught thee uſe of pen and ink, 
Would poſe a conjuror to think, 
Or how thou cam'ſt to know thy letters 
Is ſtill a ſecret mongſt thy betters; 
Perhaps thou'ſt juggled with Old Nick, 
Who ſhew'd thee how to cheat and trick, 
He brought thee ſure in nature's ſobite 
To learn thy alphabet and write ; 
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Thy works he only could 4 * 3 
They breathe a true Satanic fire. 


The world they ſmil'd with due contempt 
When they beheld your firſt attempt, — 
So pitiful the compoſition, 
Beneath a ſerious diſquiſition; 
* Cleanthes” ſignature could prove, 
How much you valu'd people's love ; 
* Pro Bono Publico” 2 
Your next attempt to ſow diſſention; 
Then was perceiv'd the growing evil, 
The very spIRIT of the DEVIL, 
When to the world, you loud addreſs'd 
The vices you alone poſleſs'd ;— 
No wonder that the laws ſevere, 
Then ſtop'd you in the mad career ;— 
What could induce you to oppoſe, | 
And make th' eſtabliſh'd church your foes ? 
All ſects whatever to abuſe, 
From Papiſts, Methodiſts, to Jews, 
When it can well be prov'd, that you 
Were Papiſt, Preſbyterian too; 
4 But now religion you diſclaim, 
And quarrel with the very name ; 
What eould poſſeſs thee to attack, 
And bring the Players on thy back ? 
_ How durſt thou doom to deep damnation 
Men of a 7eputable ſtation ? 
None are ſo blind, but they can ſee | 
No outlaw half fo bad as thee. | 


Such inconſiſtency of part, 
Muſt prove depravity of heart; 
To call thee fool, or count thee mad, 
As an excuſe, you might be glad, 
But mankind know you far too well, 
And your true character can tell: 
In obſtinacy like a mule, 
Too cunning to be thought a fool, 
« And — can be no defence, 


/ „As not poſſeſſing half the ſenſe, h 
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© PROLOGUE Gr. 


* You juſt appear as you behave, 
. ſenſes ye yet an artful knave— 


But hold, my muſe a an nant flies 
A ſubje& all he world deſpiſe. 


Why I've expos'd you thus, you'll gueſs it, 
And to 12 * world 1 wil confeſs it, oh 
* NEMO IMPUNE ME LACESSIT.” 
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PROLOGUE 


FoR OPENING A NEW THEATRE, 
Built by Subſcription. 


FL * yore, ſtern prejudice's ſway, 
{cur'd he dawn of riſing merit's ray, 
| Dy vom denounc'd with vengeance ſtrong, 
Doom'd to deſtruction the dramatic ſon 
As The sy degrees the duſky film was prov” 4 
2 clearer, and the miſt remov'd. 
hape and taſte in this enlighten'd age 
clare, we reap inſtruction from the ſtage, 
Led by this . why ſhould we diſown 
Ye nobly laid the drama's corner-ſtone. 


On the foundation lo! a lofty pile, 
Rais' d its fair tront in true theatric ſtile ; 
Within ſupplied with ev'ry decoration, 
For the twin ſiſters a fit habitation ;— 
The tragic muſe, MELPOMENE divine, 
In native luſtre ſhall henceforward ſhine ; 


And ſweet THALLA with 2 5 ſmiles, 
Each heart ſhall captivate 
Both the ſame end by different means purſue, 


comic wiles ; 


T exhibit nature in a proper view 

And both their yarious efforts ſhall unite, 
To yield at once infſtruftion and delight ;— 
The lib'ral hoſt diſplays the ſumptuous feaſt, - 
And highly ſeaſon'd to the niceſt taſte, 


* 


So ſhall our muſes gratefully prepare 
Their choiceſt ſtore of intellectual fare, 


Whilſt their 


Th' important taſk aſſign'd him to fulfil ; 
And faith, I can't help ſaying to your face, 
None more aſſiduous e'er ſhall fill his place. 


Worn in the ſervice many ſummers paſt, 


He hopes to 
A change of 
No change c 
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head cook ſhall uſe his utmoſt ſkill, 


find a ſhelter here at laſt, 
place and fortune may enſue, 
an alter his reſpett for you. 


Fox A SECOND REPRESENTATION OF 


PROLOGUE 


OTHELLO, 


By Gentlemen, for the Benefit of confined Debtors. 


4 1 not go pon honor —pſha— what ſtuff! 
* It is Othello rat me, that's enough, 

* After the laſt attempt, who could believe, 

That any audience would again receive, 

« A ſet of mummers dare to rant and ſpout, 

„The Mayor ſhould turn the key and keep em out: 
As for the charity, 'twere not amiſs 

Out of pure charity to lead a hiſs ; 


I'll therefore 
For a laugh's ſake, to throw away three 


I was always willing 


ſhilling,” 


Says a grave gentleman, with wig profound, 


„Plague on 


the actors all the world around, 


Our ſons infected, daughters not much better, 

« Een children ſpout before they know a letter ; 

« So much depray'd are theſe degen'rate days, | 
ht goes down, but what is pick'd from plays. 
lings admittance, tis an impoſition, 2 
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„I'll ſwear his worſhip never gave permiſſion,” 


. 


"90 EPITAPH on LAURENCE STERNE. 


Thus while their zi? and ſome their /plcen may vent, 
They ne'er conſider of the good intent: | 
Our views are not to ſeek theatric fame, 

To ſerve the indigent we ſolely came; 

We are content, full certain that the cauſe 

In virtuous breaſts muſt ever meet applaufe. 
Such you poſſeſs, it cannot more appear, 

I view in each a ſympathetic tear ; 

Led by your feelings, ye are come once more 
To grace the place you've oft adorn'd before ; 
Take then our thanks, bnt that's a trifling ſhare, 
Take the poor's bleſſing and their fervent pray'r. 
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F EPITAPH on LAURENCE STERNE. 


H Genius, Fancy, hover nigh, 
And guard this ſpot from vulgar eye; 
. Oh genius, tancy, drop a tear, 
O'er the lov'd Yorick's aſhes here; 
So ſhall each muſe and every grace, 
Come ſorrowing to this ſacred place; 
Mit too will come, her vigils 4 , 
ien blue-ey'd Vit will learn to weep, 
All ſhall their ſweeteſt flow'rets bring, 
 Rais'd by the firſt-born breath of ſpring, 
And ſure they'll here for ever bloom, 
For ever ſhade their YOR1CK's tomb. 


Sweet paſſenger ! whoe'er thou art, 
I brilliant parts could fire thy heart, | : 
If tendereſt ſentiment could charm, | * 
And livelieſt wit thy boſom warm; | 
Or, if thy breaſt hath ſorrow known, 
In every feeling as its own, o 
Here bid it flow. —thy STERNE's no more, 
Whom Pity, Virtue oft deylore ; 75 
Here will they meet at earlieſt day, 
And with their tears bedew his cla y, 
T To him the tender ſigh ſhall give, | | 
3 While GENIUS, SCIENCE, FANCY live, Wea 
+ EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH on GENERAL WOLFE. 


HOE'ER thou art, with awful eyes 
1 Behold the honor'd grave, 
Where doom'd no more to conquer, lies 
The once divinely brave. 


Scarce had the trumpet ſounded in the Weſt, - 
When rous'd to war and impotent of reſt, 
This goalile man 
To conqueſt ran, 
And with immortal fame his country bleſt. 


Their matchleſs deeds and feats of arms, 
No more let Roman annale boaſt; 
Bellona here finds greater charms, 
And ſees her ancient glory loft. 


At early date 
He met his fate, 
Such courage length of life denied ; - 
4 et as - bled, = 
The foe was fled, | 
Great WOLFE obtain'd the day, and died 


ATATIS su 3g. 1739. 
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1 EPIGRAM on an AUTHOR. 15 


THE man is mad, the bucks exclaim, 
It once a poet they eſpy ;— 
Ho! ſnuff the moon, —here, what's your name, 
Write and be damn'd a — 4 
Pardon me Sirs, the bard replies, 
Jam not mad it will appear 
a But once a month, while none denies, 
Fe act like madmen, all the year. b 1 
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EPITAPH on an ATHEIST. 


ERE hes a man, who ne'er believ'd, 
1 In God or Dew, while he lv; 
Who now, too late, could take his oath ( 
Of the reality of both. 


Taz CITY WIT. 


ACITY Wit, like ſome wits going, 
Who can't refrain their foll thewing, 
A certain coffee-houſe frequented, 

Where puns eternally he vented ; 

He thought it muſt be vaſtly witty, 

To ſet a grinning half the city. 


Old HANNIBAL with wooden leg, 
Call'd for ſome coffee and an egg; 


The uſual whiſper went around, 


Some half-pay ſoldier I'll be bound. 


Young PERT, to catch the gen'ral ear, 

Muſt make his cleverneſs appear; 

« I ſwear Old Bluff lies on the ſhelf, 

As out of date as NoLL himſelf; 

What is his pitiful half-pay, _ 

« Twill ſcarcely find one meal a day; 

« His only comfort's now, to ſnew- 
His bald pate and his timber toe, 

But A bo nds off 

His honour, with his woodea leg.” 


The ſarcaſm hurt the VET'n An' pride, 
It cannot be at all e 
He thought the joke beyond all bearing 
And —— ado he kept from ſwearing. 

He who the nation's cauſe eſpouſes, 
death! to be jeſt for public houſes? 


_ « Young 


| VERSES ow ELIZA. 


« Young Jackanapes, henceforth take care 6 
« What ſort of characters you tear, 
« To cure a wounded reputation, 

« By George, your tongue wants 2mputation ; ; 
« Then which would be with jokes moſt ſtung, 
( For loſs of limb, or lois of tongue.“ 


VERSES ox ELIZA. 


WHAT. could tempt the daring youth, | 
In his poor enfeebled lays, 7 

But the tribute due to truth, 
Tribute in ELIZ A's praiſe, '- 


Uleleſs is the poet” $ firain, * 
Numbers can't recount her worth: 
Painter all thy art is vain, 
Would's thou image heaven on earth ? 


<< we i. vc” 
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. View hes ſweet expreſſive face, 
21 View thoſe eyes of heav'nly blue, 
View her with each winning grace, 


Strictly modeſt, as ſhe” s true. 


View that ſparkling native hire, 
Now obſerve the trickling tear, 

Both by turns her breaſt =: Pom 
Should occaſion. once appear. 


View her yielding taper waiſt, 
Full above and {mall below. 
- View each limb, each movement chaſte, 
Pure as 18 the mountain ſnow. 


Could ſt thou but behold her heart, 3 
There each gentle virtue dwells; 1 

1 Only then could'ſt thou impart 
How her mind her form excels. 


. E Senſibility 


n at * 
4.2 SITY GY 
* 


Senſibility and truth, 
Underſtanding moſt refin* d, | 
- Genuine health and bluſhing youth, 
With affability combin'd.” 


Be 8 happy. deareſt maid, . 
HBleſt on earth with him you love; 
And when nature's debt is paid, 
Be thou ever Wien above. 


"I 


POOR NED. 
IN IMITATION OF POOR JACK. 
The ame Tune. 


Wur Moriz my dear, do you whimper and ſob, 
And ſigh i your heart's like to burſt, 
What tho' a — bullet ſhould ſtrike off my nob, 
Why ſurely I'd not be the firſt ! 
And death we > all know in the purple-ſtain'd field, 
Regards neither rank nor degree, 


= For when the grim tyrant fate's weapon doth wield, 


He'd as ſoon ſtrike a gen'ral as me; 

Then cheer up dear MoLLy, and no longer ſigh, 
But baniſh your ſorrows afar, 

There's a juſt God of Battle ſtands ſentry on =P 
To reward me with trophies of war. 


What tho? it be writ in the roll-book of five, 
That *mid the dread battle's alarm, 

Poor NED ſhould receive a hard knock on the pate, 
Or be dock'd of a leg or an arm ; 

Shall I ſkulk from my duty, when honour doth call, 
To repel the incroachments of Span, 

Tho' the turf be my pillow, my breakfaſt a ball, 

Yet rot me, I'll never complain ; 

| So 1 it ſignifies nothing my charmer to cry, 

_—_ then to grief be a bar, 

That s a Eſt God of Battle ſtands ſentry on high, 

To reward me with trophies of war, | 


*Midſt 


WAS D'YE MIND A WAGGONER.” og. 


Midſt dangers undaunted each Briton ſhould roam, 
Who poſſeſſes the foul of a man, , 

While Coxcombs and Frabbles may loiter at home, 
Whoſe life's a meer flaſh in the pan; 

But if I be deſtin'd to die in my bed, 
And not in a battle be ſlain, 

Perchance it may hap that with laurels o'erſpread, 
I'll come to my MoLLy again; 

Then a truce to your ſighing, dear Mo LLy, don't cry, 
Don't you know while I'm fighting afar, 

There's a juſt God of Battle ſtands Garry on high, 
To reward me with trophies of war. 


Believe me, dear MOLLY, I moſt conſtant will prove, 
Deſertion ſhall ne'er prove my fault, 

Tho' far off I march, I'll remember my love, 
Her ſoldier till death bids me halt; 

But ſhould his keen arrow encounter my breaſt, 
Why then there's an end of poor Nev, 

I gloriouſly fall, but along with the reſt 

| Stretch'd bravely on honor's wide bed: 

So weep not, my charmer, altho' I ſhould die, 

_ Laid low by a ſhot or a ſcar; | 

There's a juſt God of Battle ſtands ſentry on high,” __. 


To reward me with trophies of war. 


— — * — * 


* I WAS, D'YE MIND, A WAGGONER,” 
| IN IMITATION OF | | 
„I WAS D'YE SEE A WATERMAN.” 


WAS, d'ye mind a Waggoner, 
A jolly boy as any, 
Until one day 
As on my way, 
J fell in love with Nanny; | 5 
| E 2 +2211. ©. I 


"3 * I WAS D'YE MIND A WAGGON ER.” 


1 took her up with me to town, 
We prattled on the road, 
I griev'd at laſt to ſet her down, 
And 1 my pretty load; 
o ſpruce was ſhe 
So fond of me, 
As gentle as a lamb, 
I aſk'd her would the have me fraight, 
| She bluſh'd conſent—nor did we wait 
For the word of her dad or mam, 


I teaſted and carous'd a-while, 
At length was forc'd to leave her, 
- The day came on, 
I muſt be gone, 
Yet knew not how to grieve her; 
The goods were pack'd, my load complete, 
I took a parting kiſs, 
But told my Nan, we ſoon ſhould meet, 
So not to think ig; # 
She cried and ſobb'd, 
Said, © She was robb'd, 
« My love was all a ſham,” 
% - To cafe her mind, I brought her where 
_ = I left her to the honeſt care, 
Of my friend and my comrade SAM, 


I never in m life time drove 
90 forrowful my waggon, 
For all the way, 
The live long day, 
Seem'd heavily to drag on; 
* willing team ſo ſleek and ſtrong, 
<urſt them o'er and o'er, © 
I laſh'd them with the whip ſo long, 
1 ne'es did fo before; 
3 At length I thought, 
I was in fault, 
| To curſe and fwear' and damn, 
And lead myſelf ſo ſad a life 
When ſafe I knew I'd left my wife, 
In the care of my comrade SAM, 


At laſt the happy hour arriv'd, 
To come back to my NANCY, 
I drove like mad, 
I was ſo glad, 
So pleas'd in thought and fancy ; 
The time before 1 hardly ſpoke, 
Except to curſe and ſwear, 
But now I laugh'd and crack'd my joke, 
With * that came near; 
In dirty plight, 
| Ce ht, 
I juſt tipp'd off a . 
Then 7 away with haſty pace, 
To hold them in my fond embrace, 


My dear wife, and my comrade SAM. 


/ 


I found the door was not quite ſhut, 
So I made ſo bold to venture, 
And eagerly, | 


With blitheſome glee, *. 


On tip toe I did enter; 
But judge my horror and ſurpriſe, 
To ſee with anguiſh ſore, 
That jade my lite, with both my eyes, 
No better than a wh—e. 
I ſeiz'd them both, 
; And nothing loth, 
But with a hearty damn, 
To hell I ſent my loving mate. 
And with a blow made Flow ſtraight 
That ſcoundrel, my comrade SAM, 


It happen'd I was taken up, | 
To priſon was committed, 
The jury found 


cauſe was ſound, SLES 


And forthwith me acquitted ; 


But never more a pretty face at 


Shall leave me in the lurch, 
The devil- he may "ay the grace, 
Ere I'll be noos d in church; 


\ 
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7 ANNIVERSARY SONG, - 


Now honeſt friend, 
My caſe attend, 


Left, like a ſilly ram, 
A fate which many a head adorns, 


You entangled by the horns, 
Wi a wife, * a comrade SAM. | 


1 * 


ANNIVERSARY SONG, 


FOR THE 


LITERARY SOCIETY. 


WHEN the GREAT Kao dn firſt laid, 
The univerſal plan, 
The muſic of the ſpheres diſplay d, 
And breathed into man; 
Eternal filence ceas'd to be, 
As did eternal night, 


Ax NaTuks teem'd with harmony, 


All ſhone divinely bright. 
CHORUS. 


Then let us all in grand accord 
Proclaim the UNIVERSAL LORD! 


The firmament of biue ſerene 
All ſtar-beſpangled ſhone, 

| Well-pleas'd was 3 the glorious ſcene 
Revolving round the THRON E! 

O TarONE of EVER-LIVING LIGHT! 
Thou ſimple ſole ſublime : 

Parent of all, where all unite, 

That dwell in place or time ! 


CHORUS. 
"ET was 


For Tux, LITERARY SOCIETY. 
'Twas then futurity began 


It's endleſs courſe to run, 
*Twas then full pow'r was giv'n to man 
O'er all beneath the ſun; | 
The birds that cleave the hquid air, 
f The beaſts that range the field, 
E'en the t wat'ry world declare, 
All, all to man muſt yield, 
wo CHORUS. 


Exulting thought !—thus high upheld, 
What can his rule maintain, | 

In ftrength and ſwiftneſs far excell'd | 

By tenants of the plain. 

Go, aſk why angels clad in light 
Still greater power diſplay, 

Or why the gloomy ſhades of night 
Submit to radiant day ! 


CHORUS. | 


To man, for endleſs life deſign'd, 
Celeſtial thought was giv'n, 
Faint image of th' all-beauteous mind, 
1 And laying claim to heaven ! 
From the ſupreme intelligence, 
Bright fountain increate, 
He quaffs an immaterial ſenſe, 
That laughs at time and fate. N 
| CHORUS.. 
Be ours—to fan that ray divine 
Which in our boſom glows, 
Fair /czence only makes it thine, 
From ſcience virtue flows : 
So ſhall we ſpurn a vulgar name, 
In modeſt wiſdom riſe, | 
Purſue th' immortal road to fame, 
And gain our native ſkies, 


CHORUS. 


TRE 


— e muſquet be addreſs'd, aloud : 


Tux OLD SOLDIER; 
Oy - + on, | 

POOR BROWN BESS. 

ARCITATIVE. 


As thro* Hyde-Park, the VzT'RAN chanc'd to halt, 
The Guards — paſs'd him on a d field day, 
He ſtopp'd and ſigh d“ twas age hs gore his fault, 
We kept — — ner, "(be was heard to ſay ;} 

as Elſe had 4 ſtil] for Britain bravely dar'd, 

„For George and Liberty freſh courage ſhed, 
. * Fought all thoſe battles he once nobly mar d. 
1 And in his country's cauſe his laſt had bled.” 


But old, decrepid, and of ſtren 2 bereft, a 
Few were the hairs upon Iver head, 

With wounds all cover'd, _ —— win left 

The bed of honour for a homely bed. 


a His orutch now prop'd his tottering ſteps along, 
And as he dimly view'd the glitt'ring croud, 
With tear of rapture, yet of anguiſh ſtrong, 


SONG. 
Tune —“ Ten, faretuell my delay 


THEN farewell thoſe days of glory, 
At my grief you well may gueſs; 
Oft have I declar'd my ſtory * 
' How I lov'd my POOR BROWN BESS | 


Tharty-eight long years in clover 
My fond arms ſhe us'd to bleſs; 
Ten ſad years and more are over 
Since I've hugg'd my POOR BROWN BESS! 0 


Her 


al 


On, POOR BROWN BESS. as. 
Her tin, tho' not ſo ſoft and fair as 


Some nice dames, I muſt confeſs, 
Yet as much good time and care has 
Been employ'd on POOR BROWN BESS! 


Faithful ſtiſl to every duty, 
For parade whene'er I'd dreſs, 
Neat and clean, a poliſh'd beauty, 
Ever came my POOR BROWN BESS! 


Of her fame, our foes can mention 
Loud _ to their diſtreſs ; 
Soon ſhe ſilenc'd all diſſention, 


Such a vorce had POOR BROWN BESS ! 


For the ſervice I've ſuſtained, 
Tho' with heroes I did meſs ; 
All the laurels I have gained, 
I deriv'd from POOR BROWN BESS! 


But alas, thoſe times are paſt now, 
Age and wounds my frame poſſeſs; 
Death I find approaching faſt now, | 
So farewell, my POOR, BROWN BESS | 


One pg ah ! don't oppoſe me, 
Ere the turf my corpſe ſhall preſs, 
Or the coffin quite incloſe me, 


By my fade, place POOR BROWN BESS. 


O 


THE IRISH WEDDING. 


H! there was a wedding in n 


They talk of it ſtill, twas in ſuch ſtyle and vogue, 
With my welcome all of ye, 
Welcome heartily, 
Welcome grama chree, 


Welcome, my joys. 
F | 
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The cabin was cramm'd ſo, it couldn't hold more, 
For there was a hundred wanting three/core, 
Wuh my welcome, &c. 


For there came Shamus and there came Shaun, 
With Kathleen, and Sheelah, and Judy, and Joan, 
With my welcome, &c. 


Frize-mantle, white-kerchief, blue ſtocking, and brogue, 
Was the dreſs of the ladies of r 
Wich my welcome, &c. 


1 


Says Pat to his wife, —muſha, Judy my honey, 
The company's come, I forgot I'd no money, 
With my welcome, &c. 


Arrah, what ſhall we get the good couple to cheer, 
We've nothing but thebeen and ſour ſmall beer, 
With my welcome, &c. 


— Judy to Pat, muſha Paddy, er- drunk, 
ou've forgotten the whiſkey lock'd up in the trunk, 
| With my welcome, &c. 


Potatoes and herrings muſt do for the men, 
And as for the bride, why, we'll murder a hen, 
; uh my welcome, &c. 


By Jacobs, ſays Pat, you have hit it my jewel, 
Some ſticks and ſome turf muſt do us for fuel, 
With my welcome, &c. 


Then who ſhould they ſee coming trotting along, 
But the Prieſt o'th* pariſh on 1 garron, 
Wich my welcome, &c. 


Run, Pat, where's the whiſkey ? — here's Father M' Can, 
His reverence loves a good ſup of a dram, 
With my welcome, &c. 


Pat lugs out the bottle, then runs to the door, 
The Prieit took a pull, then ſtalk'd in ſo demure, 
With your welcome, &c. | 
My 


— 


9 


eee. 


Tae IRISH WED 


My childer (he cries) muſha, where is the bride 
And the bridegroom, that both muſt in wedlock be tied, 
With my welcome, &c. 


You'll con o'er your beads, while I tack *em together, 


And then for a dram for to keep out the weather, 


With my welcome, &c. 


The bride ſhe ſtood up with a face all ſo red, 
Aſham'd that ſhe muſt with a man go to bed, 
| With my welcome, &c. 


The piper he tun'd up his chaunter and drone, 
And they jig'd it ſo loving, like Darby and Joan, 
| With my welcome, &c. 


The prieſt he ſat ſtuffing and cramming his gut 
With potatoes and milk, till he ſwell'd like a butt, 
With my welcome, &c. 


At length, the fond couple to bed they did creep, 
So loving they were, that—they fell faſt aſleep, 
With my welcome, &c. 


Then the folks grew ſo merry, they jig'd it all night, 
Till they all got fo drunk, they began for to fight, 
With my welcome, &c. 


So they box'd and they kiſs d, and they ſo made it up, 
While the prieſt in the corner the whiſkey did ſup, 
With my welcome, &c. 


The piper could hold neither ſharp nor a flat, 
Both he and the prieſt were as blind as a bat, 
With my welcome, &c. 


So they all ſtagger'd home, when they found it was light, 


To ſleep all the day, as they fat up all night, 
With my welcome, &c. 


F 2 | TaR 


Tur POOR AUTHOR. 
Tune— Admiral Benbow. 


E fing of our heroes, their deaths and their lives, 


| It adds to our courage, when mem'ry revives ; 
But the et for once let us change, and review 
A ſorrowful picture, as diſmal as true. | 


The Aur Hon, with ſenſe and diſcernment endow'd, 
Too proud to be mean, yet too poor to be proud, 

By experience he's taught on misfortune to ſup, 

And bitterly taſtes of adverſity's cup. 


In him we perceive education's forgot, 

That talents, and knowledge, and genius are nought, 
That tis money alone our reſpett can inſure, 

No man can have merit, it once he be poor. 


But ſee yonder beau, Sir, dreſs'd out all in lace, : 
With gold in his pocket and braſs in his face; 
Yet that fellow with lords and with ladies you'll find, 
And now rides in the coach, which he once rode behind, 


Behold, the reverſe now, in merit depreſs'd, 
No friends to receive, by no patron careſs'd, 


© For he ſcorned to flatter the vice of the age, 
Or ſully with falſhood, his pen or his page. 


Rejected by printers, and managers too, 
To proſpects of gain he muſt-now bid adieu! 
For alas! our poor author with heart full of grief, 
Knows not where to turn him for food or relief. 


Wich anguiſh o'excome, he to garret retires, 
No longer to laurel or fame he aſpires, 

For ſubliſtence alone he diſtratts his poor head, 
While his wife's drown'd in tears, and his child cries for bread 


Involy'd in diſtreſs, and in debt he's now found, 
The bailiffs they enter, his room they ſurround | 
Tis in vain ſhould he ſtruggle, it now is too late, 


With a heart-rending ſigh, he ſubmits to his fate. 


— ER 
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SL His wife in deſpondence and terror he ſees, 
His poor little children they cling to his knees; - 
Such a ſcene ſo affefting, o'erpowers him quite, 
In agony ſpeechleſs, he's torn from their ſight. 


In priſon he's thrown without hope of releaſe, 
1h The Hough of his fam'ly his anguiſh increaſe, 
No relief now is left that from ruin can ſave, 
And death's his ſole friend here on this ſide the grave. 


The world ſtill obdurate, they view with diſdain, 
His worth, his keen ſufferings, his mis'ry and pain, 
His meaſure of ſorrow is nearly complete, 
Tis enough he was poor, and contempt he muſt meet. 


Oh ſay then, ye good and ye generous e, % LC 
Receive the Poor Author, and cheriſh him too, —_ 
*Ere his feelings acute and his wants weigh him low, 
And he ſink under load of unmerited woe. "PE 


—_— —__— 


Tux IRISH COALITION SONG. © 
Tune—Bow, wow. 


As good old St. Patrick was trudging around Sirs Z 
He chanc'd to be ſhipwreck'd on Shamrockſhire ground, 
Sus,” | a 
And there to his wonder and joy did perſave, Sirs, 
'T was all fill'd with nameſakes and Paddies ſo brave, Sirs, 
Muſha, whack, fal di de, &c. 


* Pulluloo”* (cried the Saint, as he look'd round about, Sirs) 
What a neſt of huge ſarpents and toads, fie, get out; Sirs, © 
* Ira voilah,” (cried he) and ſo Dioul fughal breague, 
They all took to their beds and all died ot the ague, _. 
Muſha, whack, &c, 
But what moſt of all put the faint in a paſſion, YE 
Was to find that Old Nick there was greatly in faſhion 
| He ne'er could find heart Sirs, to him to be civil, | 
Ill by dint of hard words, he outwitted the devil. 
| With his whack, &c. 
Moſt 


e 
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Moſt curſedly vex'd to be ſarv d ſuch a trick, Sirs, 
(As he pack'd up his duds to be gone) cried Old Nick, Sirs, 
Live here all ſurrounded by quagmires and bogs now, 
« Thy PapD1ts, and thee, like a parcel of hogs now.” 
With your whack, &c. 


* Arrah, now by St. Patrick,” (ſays Patrick) “ you lie, Sir, 
 * Theſe Paddies will all be fine fellows by and by, Sir, 
* You ſhall ſee to your grief, how our country will flouriſh, 
With a drop of choice whiſkey to drink dugha durriſh. 
25 | Muſha, whack, &c. 


To your ſorrow you'll find, you old ſarpent and rogue now, 

In ſpite of oppreſſion, and ſpite of their brogue now, 

* They'll turn into firelocks both plowſhare and ſpade, Sir, 

„And then, OAH nabachlih ! they'll have a free trade, Sir. 
With their whack, &c. 


| „What further may happen, I cannot tell yet, Sir, 
But I'm greatly afraid they'll begin for to fret, Sir, 
| For to want this and that, and the Lord knows what not, Sir, 
And by wanting too much, they may loſe what they got, Sir. 
| With their whack, &c. 


— 
* - 
* 


FZut I ſwear on my conſcience, the knzghts with their ſtars, Sir, 

* And their brave volunteers, each as valiant as Mars, Sir, 

Shall up to the ladies, and court em fo gayly, 

* That they'll go far and near for one touch of ſeullelah .”* 
Muſha, whack, &c, 


Old Patrick then pull'd up a good oaken ſtick, Sirs, 
And belabour'd the ſhoulders and ſides of Old Nick, Sirs, 
Who rais'd the Saim's anger to ſuch a high pitch, Sirs, 
That he ſent him to hell with a kick on the breech, Sirs. 

| And a whack, &c. 


To our Saint homage we ev'ry week meet, Sirs, 
With a 'Ke-ath mile Faltorodh in Patrick's own ftreet, Sirs, 
Where with Gra ma chree cuiſlilal, we drink and we ſing, joys, 
Andevery man feels as much murth as the king, boys. 

Bn Muſha, whack, &c. 


Our 


Sans OO IR 


PADDY OBLUNDER. 


Our motto, © to do, as we'd wiſh to be done by, 

With beams of good humour to enliven our fun high, 

Old England and Ireland is ever our theme, Sirs, is 

With al anam an dioul, who'd not fight for the ſame Sirs. 
| With my whack, &c. 
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So now my dear joys, I will give you one toaſt, Sirs, 

Here's our KING and our SAINT, each true Iriſhman's boaſt, 
Sirs, | 

St. George and St. Patrick ſhould prove mutual friend, Sirs, 

And he's a d—'d rebel, would wiſh it to end, Sirs. 


Muſha, whack, &c. 
May A. exchange a free cordial embrace now, 


And may their affictions ſtill daily incraſe now, 
And he that won't pledge me in a bumper — 
Is no Paddy nor George but a ſon of a wh—e. 
With my whack, &c. 


PADDY OBLUNDER. 


Tune—Derry down. 


IM SHA! what a ſtrange place is this ſame London City, 
So full of ſtrange monſters, good Lord ! what a pity ! ; 
And what by my troth, you may think as a wonder, & 
There are twenty John Bulls tor ove Paddy O' Blunder. 
- Derry down. 


You Engliſh, you need not be very conſated, 
For the Bulls and the Blunders are nearly related, 
So cloſely allied and ſo like a twin brother, : 
You can hardly diſtinguiſh the one from the other. 
| Derry down. 


You may think it both ſtrange and a matter of ſcoff, 
That Pat ſhould his blunders and ſwearing lave off, 
But your jibing and jeering, good people forbear, 

For by my own ſoul, not an oath will 1 ſwear. Wh Rs 
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The political Bulls of the Facobin Paine. 


: 


Nor will I of blundering ſpake any more, 
For Bulls, Bears, and Lame Ducks are now a mere bore, 
But if I could blunder on ſomething that's right, 
For the good of the nation, I'd blunder all night. 
; Derry down. 


What a bother ye made with my countryman Burke, 
His blunders have ſav'd you a ſad piece of work, 
For he mark'd in his uſeful and and elegant ſtrain, 


Derry down. 


So various the Bulls and miſtakes now in vogue, 
brogue, 


They exceed all accounts of our blunders a 

F or republican bull-baiters always are glad, 

To tie Jon to the ſtake and to ſet him quite mad. 
Derry down. 


Before I could wiſh now the ſubjett to drop, 
Since the faſhion prevails all your noddles to crop, 
May the bull-dogs of faction no longer appear, 
Without crop of their hair, and a crop of each ear. 
| Derry down. 


Then 7ohn and poor Pat, they can ſhake hands together, 


And thus firmly compatted, ſtand buff to the weather, 


Nor heed continental troops, ſtorming, or thunder, 


Rejoic'd to eſcape foreign Bulls and French Blunder. 
Derry down. 


Having peace as our portion, and comfort our lot, 

A ſmoking hot ſirloin and foaming full pot, 

And our own Bulls and Blunders enjoying 1n clover, 

While GzorGE reigns triumphant from Derry to no” 
| own. 


Tux 


N 


— 
* 


* 


Tux QUACKS or Taz DAY. 
Tune—* Religton's a politic law.” 


OF quacking and quacks let us ſing, 
Since both of them ſo much abound, 
Not confin'd to the medical ſtring, 
But applying to ev'ry one round; 
The Mountebank mounting the roſtrum, 
Pretending to give his advice, 
He preys on you all with his noſtrum, 
Like grimalkin devouring the mice. 


Sing tol lol, &c-. 


Phyſicians when young make pretence, 
On patients their prattice to try, 
Experience alone gives him ſenſe, 
In the interim the patient may die; 
And ſhould even that prove the caſe, - 
Your friends durſt not call him a fool, 
He'll ſwear and look big to their face, 
He kill'd you according to rule. 


Sing tol lol, &c. 


But quacking ſo widely has grown, 
Each phiz that you ſee in the ſtreet, 
Not the dabbler in phyſic alone, 
All are quacks now-a-days that we meet ; 
The Courtier's a quack I declare, 
Poor Britain's diſeaſe to explore, 
But forc'd to reſign up the care, 
Leaves her worſe than he found her before. 


Sing tol lol, &c. 


The Patriot too you may ſee, 
Is a quack in political ſtuff, | 
For the noiſe that he makes, lip a fee, 
And you'll find that he's filent enough; 
The Lawyer he quacks with his brief, 
For client whoſe pocket's weil lin'd, 
But inſtead of your gaining relief, 
A ſpeedy conſumption you'll find, 


Sing tol lol, &c. 
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Tu QUACKS or Tix BAV. 


Divinity quacks are a croud, " "94 
Dndermining religion like moles, 173 
And canting their nonſenſe aloud, hs 
Like Criſpin would cobble your ſouls ; | 1 
The Soldier's a ſurgical quack, | 
He clumſily opens your veins | 1 
Wich Pills made of lead, in a crack | 
He'd quickly remove all your pains. | 
Sing tol lol, &c. 


The Lord too, by patent a quack, h 
Preſcribes the political race, — 
© Yet for all the fine clothes on his back, 
A ZFockey you read in his face; 
Een the Barber who lathers your ſkin, 
A quacking he frequently ſcuds, 
For politics eager, your chin, 
| Like the nation, he leaves in the ſuds. | 
= Sing tol lol, &c. 


Poor Britain, I pity your ſtate, 
Each quack at your purſe has a pull, 
For the needy, the rich, and the great, 
Have a pluck at the ſimple John Bull | 
But if you would take my advice, ; 
No longei continue an elf, | 
Diſmiſs all your quacks in a-trice, 
And ſtraightway preſcribe for yourſelf. 
e Sing tol lol, &c. 


A SKETCH OF THE TIMES; 
RES | 9 
THE YEAR NINETY- TWO. 


Tune—A pox take your pother, c. 
AH Monſieur Anglois, vat's dat I do hear, 
Vat terrible work to commence de new year, 

France threaten'd on all ſides, and Oh ſacre dieu ! 
Fathers, brothers, and ſons in a civil war too! 

| UL Sing ah ventre bleu, , 

Ah, vat a change dere be, 4 
Ah, vat a change in de year 92. 
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By gar, ſuch a var be not vera civil, 
Certainment, we be going all ſtraight to de devil, | 
To lunge at each other, 2 ans ceremonie, | 
Is HM or folly, or both; s'il vous plait. | 
Sing, ah ventre, &c, [ 

| 
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L'Aſſemble dey vote now for dis, now for dat, 
And coin you ten million of fine aſſignat, 
But a fig for deir paper, me give you a ſcore, 


Me part vid a hundred, for one louis d'or. * 
Sing, ah ventre, Kc. 
Poor Louis de great, now look vera ſmall, 9 | b k 
Muſt write vat dey bid him, or not write at all, 


So he bid his own brothers come back and not | 1.9 
While he'd give both his ears, could himſelf run away 1 2 
Sing, ali venire, * 2 
He tell it to Europe how happy he's grown. 
While he ſighs and he pines, if once left alone: 
Muſt ſmile when in public, and gayly muſt ſpeak, 
Tho? alack, his poor heart it be ready to break. 
Sing, ah ventre, &c. 


De Ruſs, and de Pruſs, and de Swede would give law, 
Pretending grand friendſhip tor Louis le Roi, 
But for all their fine vapouring, en verite, 
I'd not give von pin, or dis pinch of rappee. 
Sing, ah ventre, Kc. 


In Poland de king ſettle all in a diet, 
All tings vere adjuſted vidout any riot; 
But our cards we can't play, for our clubs be no trumps, 
And our king and our queen be both left in de dumps. 
Sing, ah ventre, &c, _ 


Doucement (cry de Patriot) all vell by and by, 
Vid your frogs and ſoup-maigre, Monſieur, you can't a 
While our emigrants ſcatter deir promiſes round, | 
So between two ſuch ſtools, we fall plumb to de ground. 
Sing, ah ventre, 8 
G 2 ä 


Prenez 


A-SKETCH OF THE- TIMES. 


Prenez garde, Madame Ruſs, c'eſt une autre affaire, 
And Frederic Pruſs, you had better take care, 
For Kings dey pop off in a terrible frolic, 
And Emperors die of von fit of de cholic. | 
Sing, ah ventre, &c. 


To tell you von truth, I be glad I'm in Britain, 
oo me'd not have von chair or. von ſtool left to fit on, 
or de good of my country, I muſt give all up, 


| Tho" me vent vidout breakfaſt, or dinner, or ſup. 
_ 7 Sing, ak ventre, &c. 
B Me ſo happy to taſte your roaſt beef and good cheer, 


And change ail my vine, for von pot of ſtrong beer, 
Dat vid my own choice, not de nanes of New Spain, 
Shall bribe my return to France back again. 

| __ * Sing, ah ventre, &c. 


© Sure never a people ſo happy vas ſeen. 
Vid a King fo belov'd, and a good littel Queen; 
Me viſh, Oh mon dieu ! dat poor France I could ſee, 
So firm, ſo united, contented and free. 
2 | Sing, ah ventre, &c, 


. 
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= Thrice happy Britannia, you're country's at peace, 
Pere plunging in debt—while your taxes decreaſe; 
When your conſtitution was held up to view, PEN 
What damn'd fools where we, not to copy from you. 
| Sung, ah ventre, &c. 
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